Tide Pools in the Sand °% 


Spiritual darkness visited me in late midlife, as it is wont to do, when one 
faces self-examination during ‘the time of ashes.’ It is losing one’s fire that brings 
dark of night to the soul. Eclipse came unexpectedly to me; a time when dreams 
vanished, promises ended and myth of ‘happily ever after’ yielded to living 
realities; my ‘Happy Ending’ world was an empty wasteland. As the tide came in, 
I walked along a coastline while clearing mind shadows of long ago, lurking in 
gloomy places too long, overlooked and ignored. ‘The unexamined life is not 
worth living,’ said Socrates. His timeless insight reveals that nobody gets out of 
here without doing that at least once. Wisdom of the sages revisited, here I was 
poking at mine under a looking glass for the first time, instead of running away. 
Destiny is patient however people may procrastinate. While sulking in thorny 
places of thought, an icy, incoming ocean wave flushing around bare feet 
refocused my awareness into the present moment. In front of me, receding waters 
deposited a tide pool in the sand. I stopped to look at it because something moved 
in that little puddle. Therein a trapped baby crab, jellyfish and minnow struggled 
against estrangement from their native environment; prisoners of change none 
understood or expected which caught them unprepared. These creatures sensed 
that as their alien world dried away a dreadful ending awaited them. In quiet 
desperation that seemed comical — yet futile, each trapped creature frantically 
sought escape in testing the bars and limits of its confinement. We all do that. 
Thoughts of how could I help these unfortunates flee a cruel fate interrupted my 
somber mood of weightiness and self-pity. It is strictly a human nature to care, to 
help, to save. While visually searching about for a container to scoop up and 
return tide pool contents to safety, a sandpiper’s antics fascinated my attention. I 
became absent away from the moment to watch. It would run after a wave 
returning to the sea, then body surf riding it back to shore: in and out, in and out; 
with clownish enthusiasm, the sandpiper tirelessly played this game completely 
oblivious to all else. The world is a circus: briefly here at this moment — 
mysteriously arriving and departing at night, always vanishing in time to be at 
another place, leaving behind only litter and fading memories. Under that big top, 
a bird becomes a clown and the clown becomes a bird. Life is a festival when one 
remains present to enjoy it. Incoming tide once again brought the sting of frigid 
water to my feet. I returned here and now searching for the tide pool of a moment 


ago — it was gone. 


A sage resting by Ganges River with his disciple noticed a scorpion thrashing about 
drowning in the water. He reached out, plucked it from a watery grave and placed onto 
riverbank. The animal stung him. Bye—the—bye, Sage noticed another scorpion 
drowning in the river and during rescue again was stung. The student asked, “Master 
why do you save those wretched beasts only to be stung in return?” The Master replied, 
“The nature of man is to rescue; the nature of scorpion is to sting...” That is so often, 
how it is in life with all things. Because one is kind to others never means that they will 
reciprocate in kind. Calling anyone a horse’s ass never changes a person’s nature; 
however, because someone else is a horse’s ass never means I must be one too. 


Moreover, I never argue with a fool; first, the fool is more experienced and better suited 
at it. Secondly, observers might mistake me for the fool ©. 


